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CHAPTER III.
He Knows the Word."

T1IK next moment the doubt naturalto the occasion asserted itself.
"llow do you Know an mis: iou

state the impossible. Explain
yourself."

t.friiilRi- was only too wi'.linfc to do so.

"I have Just come from Mr. Fulton's
house." said ho. ' Inquiries there elicited
Vie facts which have so startled you.
either Mr. Fulton nor his wife meant to

flfrehf you. They knew nothing, suspected
nothing of what took place, and you have

» *"» lila rr»o f >l»>m It Wfl<3 ftJl a nlot

between the two women."
"Hut how.why."
"V ! s>>- I had a fact to go upon. You had

J

nay.VL ~

"Read the pai

notl<.iiI that your so-called bride's glovee
did not [it her; the boy below noticed tiiat
her shoes were so tight she hobbled. That
set me thinking. A woman of *.irs. Ransoms experience and judgment would not
l>e a|it to make a mistake in two such importantparticulars; which, taken with the

:i*1.1 I hp nrnmise site exacted from you
not ti> address or touch her during your
short ride to the hotel, led me to point
my inquiries so that I soon found out that
your wife had had the assistance of another
woman in getting ready for her journey and
that tiiis woman was her own maid, who
had been with her for a long time, and
had always given evidence of an especial
attachment for her. Asking about this
Kill ^ height and general appearance (for
the possibility of a substitution was alreadyin my mind>, I found that she was
of slight tigure and Rood carriage, and that
lier age was not far removed from that
of her young mistress. This rfiade the substitutionI have mentioned feasible, and
w .-n 1 was told that she was seen taking
her hat and bonnet into the bride's room,
and though not expected to leave till the
next morning, bad slid away from the
house by the basement door at the same
moment her mistress appeared on tlie
front steps, my suspicions became so confirmedthat I asked how this girl looked.
In the hope that you would be able to
i ''i Hfi. m: nign me urseiit'iiun, aa

11 woman you had seen sitting in ReceptionRoom Xo. Hut. to my surprise.
Mi s I'll.ton had w hat was better than any
description the girl's picture. This has
simplied matters very much. By it you
liav" Im .-n able t" identify the woman who
attempted to misU-ad you in the reception
room and 1 t!»« person wlio roue ncrc witn

you from Mrs. Fulton's house. Wasn't
ehe dressed in brown? Didn't you notice a
similarity in her appearance to that of the
v vy lady you were then seeking?"

I d:d not observe. Her face was all I
mw She was looking directly at nie a: I
E> 1'{" J i: 11'» iii'- r« M »m.

"I si Slit- li ul tak- n off her veil and
tiust.il t<> jnur attention being caught by
her strange features.&i it waa. But that
.1i. >s was brown; I'm sure of it. She was
the very woman. Otherwise the mystery
Is iiii|" .-liable A deep plot, Mr. Ransom;
one tl.it sliould prove to you that Mrs.
Ransom's motive in leaving you was of a

very serious character. Do you wish that
motiv prolied to the bottom? I cannot do
It wouthout publli Itjr. Are you willing to Incurthat publicity?"

1 mn«i Mr Rimnm had ri.^i*n In ereat
i vit» ii r 'Nothing can hide the fact
that i. l»: left me on our wedding day.
It only remains now t>» show that she did
It undev tn influence which robbe4 her of
l;ei own will; an influence from which she
ah rank - ven while succumbing to it. I can
show 1 no greater kindness, and I am
not afraid of the result. 1 have perfect ^onfldeir Integrity".he hesitated then
:nM. «1 \ stnniif conviction "and in her
lo\»'
Y; «} i t:\ « hid li s surprise. Ho could

i.o' i::s11 s! >t n d this confidence. Hut then
V" ki -v. no.hingr <>f the ni»-rnori« s which
l«»\ 1» k of It. Not to him could this
gri«-v-i .sl> humiliated and disappointed man
i real the secrets of -i courtship which had
Axed his heart on this one woman, and
aroused in him such trust th.it even this
uih .11. d-for '.utrakc to his pride and aff«»n had not heen ab'.e to shrike it. Such
secrets are .«- i *«i. but the reflection <>f ids
trn-t wm strong on usa race as ne repeated
"P. iTri t confidence. Mr. Gerrldife. Whate\er mav 1ijiv< drawn Mrs. Hansom from

my side it was not lack of affection, or

uii> doubt of my sincerity or undivided attachmentto herself."
Ti detective inav not have been entirely

cmivln i il on the ilrst point, but he was discretionitself, and responded quite cheerfullywith an emphatic:
Very »eli. You still want me to find her.

I will do m> best, sir; hut first, cannot you
help mc with a suggestion or two?"
"I?"
Tin-re must be some clue to so sudden

ft freak <m the part of :i young and beautifulw man, who, I have taken pains to
learn, ;i» nut onl\ a clean record l>ut a

reputation for good sense. The Kultons
cannot supply it. She lived a seemingly
open and happy life in their house, and the
mystery Is us great to them as to you.
But you. as her lover and now her husband.must have been favored with confidencesnot given to others. Cannot you
recall oiu- likely to put us on the right
track" .Some fact prior to the events of
today. I mean; sKinie fact connected with
her past life; before she went to live with
ttii* tiilt.ir.s
"No Vet lot me think: let me think."

M- l!r - .m dropped his !a<e into his hands
and sat for ». moment silent. When he
looked up ag^in ,the detective perceived
that the affair »a« hopeless so far as he
was concerned. "No." lie repeated, this
time with unmistakable emphasis, "she
lias always appeared buoyant and untramnieliI. Hut then 1 have only known
l.er six months."

'Poll mn l.er l istorv so far as you know
it

*

\vi t do you know of her life pre- j
vious to jour meeting her?"

It w.is a very simple one. She had a

country bringing un. having b.-en born In
* «niuii viilugi in Connecticut. S!i« was

one of three children and the only one w ho
Jia« survived; her sister, who was her
twin, died when she was a small child, and
* brother some live years ago. Her fortunewas willed her. aa I have already told

you. by a great-uncle. It is entirely in her
own 1 ands. Left an orphan early, she
frveU first with her brother; then, when he
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died, with one relative after another, till
lastly she settled down nith the Fill tons. 1
know of no secret In her life, no entanglement,not even of any prior engagements.
Yet that man with the twisted jaw was
not unknown to her, and If he is a relative.
as sue said, yoti snouiu nave no uuneuiiy
in locating him."
"I have a man on his track." Gerridge replied."And one on the girl's too; I mean,

of course, Bela Burton's. They will reporthere up to 12 o'clock tonight. It Is
now half-past eleven. We should hear
from one or the other soon."
"And mj- wife?"
"A description or tne doming sue wore

lias grone out. We may hear from It. But
I doubt if we do tonlRht unless she has rejoinedher maid or the man with a scar.
Somehow I think she will join the girl. But
it's hard to tell yet."
Mr. Ransom could hardily control liis impatience."And I must sit helpless here!"

v|.

per tonight and forget the stranger at 1

he exclaimed. "I who have so much at
stake!"
The detective evidently thought the occasioncalled for whatever comfort It was in

his power to bestow.
"Yes." said he. "For it is here she will

*" 1' < !"> .» « «Atinn trt rnl 11m
rrrj\ JUU ii one ui ivtro a inmuu iu tv^uiu.

But woman is an uncertain quantity," lie
dryly added.
At that moment the telephone bell rang.

Mr. Ransom leaped to answer: but the call
was only an anxious one from the Fultons,
who wanted to know what news. He answeredas best he could, and was recrossingdisconsolately to his chair when voices
rose in the hall, and a man was ushered in.
whom Gerridge immediately Introduced as
Mr. Sims.
A winner.and with news! Mr. Ransom,

summoning up his courage, waited for the
inevitable question and reply. They came
quickly enough.
"What have you got? Have you found

the man?"
"l'es. And the lady's been to see him;

that is. if the description of her togs was
correct."
"He means Mrs. Ransom." explained

OerrWigi Then, as he marked his client's
struggle for composure, he quietly a.sked,
"A lady in a dark given suit with yellowishfurs and a blue veil over her hat?"
"That's the ticket."
"The clothes worn by the woman who

went out of the basement door, Jlr. Ransom.''
The latter turned sharply aside. The

shame of the tiling was becoming intolerable.
"And this woman wearing those yellow

furs and the blue veil visited the man of
the broken Jaw?' inquired Gerridge.
"Yes. sir."
"When ?"
"About <i tliis afternoon."
"And where?"
"At the Hotel St. Denis, where I have

since tracked him. '

"How long did she stay?"
"About an hour."
"In the parlor or "

"In the parlor. They had a great deal
to feiiy. More than one noticed iliem. but

l,My sister disap
no one heard anything. They talked very
low, but they meant business."
"Where is this man now?"
"At the same place. He has engaged a

X Will IIIC1 c.

"The man with the twisted Jaw?"
"Yes."
"t'nder what name?"
"Hugh Porter."
"Ah, It was Hazen only five hours ago."

muttered Hansom. "Porter, did you say?
I'll have a talk with this Porter at once."
"I think not tonight," put in the detective,with the mingled authority and defer-

ence natural to one of his kind. "Tomor-
row, perhaps, but tonight It would only provokescandal."
Tills was certainly true, but Mr. Ransom

was not an easy man to dominate.
"I must see him before I sleep." he in-

sisted. "A single word may solve this mys-
tery. He has the word. I'd be a fool to let
the night go by.Ah! what's that?"
The telephone bell had rung again. A

message from tlie office this time. A note
had just been handed in for Mr. Ransom;

3ATEE. 1
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I should they send it up?
^ferriage was «.l m** ^nuuc.

"Instantly," he shouted down, '.'and be
sure you hold the messenger. It may be
from your lady," he remarked to Mr. Ransom."Stranger things than that have
happened."
Mr. Ransom reeled_to the door, opened It

and stood waiting, rne iwo unmura exchangedglances. What might not that note
contain!
Mr. Ransom opened it in the hall. When

he came back into the room, his hand was
aUnirino- i« fare lrtnkpii drawn and
pale. But he showed no further disposition
to go out. Instead, he sank into a chair,
with a motion of dismissal to the two detectives.
"Question the boy who brought this,"

said he. "It Is from Mrs. Ransom: written,as you see, at the St. Denis. She bids

I me farewell for a time, but does not favor
*.t Ar*

I me witn any explanations, one mini*/*

3

the St. Denis.*'
differently, she says, and asks me to trust
her and wait. Not very encouraging to
sleep on; but it's something. She 1ms not
entirely forsaken me."
Gerridge with a shrug turned sharply towardthe door. "I take it that you

wouldn't object to knowing all the messengercan tell you?"
"No. no. Question him. Find out whether

she gave this to him with her own hand."
Gerridge obeyed this injunction, but was

told in reply that the note had been gi\'en
him to deliver by a clerk in the hotel lobby.
He could tell nothing about the lady.
This was unsatisfactory enough; but the

man who had Influenced her to this step
had been placed under surveillance. ToImorrow they would question him; the mysterywas not without a promise of solution,
So Gerridge felt; but not Mr. Ransom; for
at the end of the lines whose purport he
had just communicated to the detective
were these few. significant words;
"Make no move to find me. if you love

me well enough to wait in silence for developments,haopiness may yet be ours."

CHAPTER IV.
Mr. Ransom Waits.

Gerridge rose early, primed, as lie said to
himself, for business. But to his great dtsj
appointment he found Mr. Ransom in a

frame of mind which precluded action. In-
deed, that gentleman looked greatly changed.He not only gave evidence of a sleeplessnight, but showed none of the spirit of
the previous evening, and hesitated quite
painfully when Oerridge asked him If he
did not intend to go ahead with the interviewthey had promised themselves.
"That's as it may be," was the hesitating

reply. "I hardly think that I shall visit
the man you mean this morning. He In-
terests me and I hope that none of his
movements will escape yovi. But I'm not
ready to talk to him. 1 prefer to wait a

little; to give my wife a chance. I should
feel better, and have less to forget."

I "Just as you say," returned the detec-

ipointed me, air."

tive stiffly. "He's under our thumb at present.I can't tell when he may wriggle out."
"Not while your eye's on him. And your

eye won't leav® him as long as you have
confidence in the reward I've promised
you."
"Perhaps not; but you take the life out

of me. Last night you were too hot; this
morning you are too cold. But It's not for
me to complain. Tou know where to find
me when you want me." And without more
ado the detective went out.
Mr. Kansom remained alone and in no enviableframe of mind. He was distrustful

of himself, distrustful of the man who had
made all this .trouble, and distrustful of
her, though he would not acknowledge It.
Every baser instinct in him drove him to
the meeting he declined. To see the mantoforce from htm the truth, seemed the
only rational thing to do. But the final
words of his wife's letter stood In his way.
Sli« had advised patience. If patience would
clear the situation and bring him the result
he so ardently desired, then he would be pa- |tient.that U, for a day; lie did not promise I

[ to wait longer. Yes, lie would give her a

day. That was time enough for a man sufferingon the rack of such an intolerable
suspense.one day.
But -even thai day did not pass without

breaks in his mood and more than one walk
in the direction of the St. Denis Hotel. If
GerridgeV eye was on him as well as on
the special object of his surveillance, he
must have smiled, more than once, at the
restless flittings of his client about the forIbidden soot. In the evening it was the
same, but the next morning he remained
steadfastly at his hotel. He had laid out
his future course in these words: "I will
extend the time to three days; then if I do
not hear from her I will get that, wryneckedfellow by the throat and twist an
explanation from him." But the three days
passed and he found the situation unchanged.Then he set as his limit the end of the
week, but before the full time had elapsed
he was advised by Gerridge that he himself
was being followed in his turn by a couple
of private detectives; and while still under
the agitation of this discovery was further
disconcerted by having the following communicationthrust into his hand in the open
street by a young woman who succeeded
in losing herself In the crowd before he had
got so much as a good look at her.
You can judge of his amazement as he

read the few lines it contained.
Rpfld th** naners tnnitrht find fnrp-p t thA

stranger at the St. Denis.
That was all. but the writing was her's.
The hours passed slowly till the papers

were cried in the street. What Mr. Ransomread in them increased his astonishment,I might say his anxiety. It was
a paragraph about his wile, an almost incredibleone, running thus:
A strange explanation is given of the

disappearance of Mrs. Roger Ransom on
her wedding day. As our readers will remember,she accompanied her husband to
the hotel, but managed to slip a,way and
leave the house while he still stobd at the
desk. This act, for which nothing in her
previous conduct has in any way prepared
her friends, is now said to have been due
to the shock of hearing, some time during
her wedding day. that a sister whom she
had supposed dead was really alive and in
circumstances of almost degrading poverty.
As this sister had been her own twin, the
effect upon her mind was very serious. To
find and rescue this sister she left her
newly-made husband In the surreptitious
manner already recorded In the papers.
That she Is not fully herself is shown by"
her continued secrecy as to her whereabouts.All that she has been willing to
admit to the two persons she has so far
taken into her confidence.her husband and
ine agt'iu wno conaucis ner anairs.is mat
she lias found her sister and cannot leave
her. Why, she does not state. The case is
certainly a curious one and Mr. Ransom
has the sympathy of all his friends.
Confused, and in a state of mind borderingon frenzy. Mr. Ransom returned to the

hotel and sought refuge in his own room.
He put no confidence in what he iiad just
read; he regarded it as a newspaper story
ana a sreat iaKe out sue nan Diu mm roau it,
and this fact in itself wa? very disturbing.
For how could she have known about it if
she had not been Its author, and If she was
its author, what purpose had she expected
it to serve?
He was still debating this question when

he reached Ills own room. On the floor, a
little way from the sill, lay a letter. It had
been thrust under the door during his absence.lifting it in some trepidation, he
cast a glance at its inscription and sank
staggering into the nearest chair, asking
himself if lie had the courage to open and
read it. For the handwriting, like that of
the note handed him in the street, was
Georgian's, and he felt himself in a maze
concerning her which made everything in
her connection seem dreamlike and unreal.
It was not long, however, before he had
mastered its contents. They were strange

Ino litis 11 tlllSCl jpLlUU UL LI1CIII W ill
show.
You have seen what has happened to me,

but you cannot understand how I feel. She
looks exactly like me. It is that which
makes the world eddy about me. I cannotget used to it. It Is like seeing my
own reflected image step from the mirror
and walk about doing tilings. Two of us.
Roger, two! If you saw her you would
call her Georgian. And she says that she
Knows you, aamires you! ana she says It
In my voic-e. I try to shut my ears, but
I hear her saying it even when her lipsdo not move. She is as ignorant as she is
afflicted and I cannot leave her. She cannothear a sound, though she can talk
well enough about what is going on in her
own mind, and she is so wayward and uncertainof temper, owing to her ignorance
and her difficulty in understanding me,
uiai i aon i Know wnat sne would do it
once let out of my sight. I love you.I
love you.but I must stay right here.
Your affectionate and most unhappy

GEORGIAN.
The sheet with its tear-stained lines fell

from his grasp. Then he caught it up
again and looked carefully at the signature.It was his wife's without doubt.
Then he studied the rest of the writing and
compared it with that of the note which
had been thrust into his hands earlier in
the day. There was no d.fference between
them except that there were evidences of
faltering in the latter, no^ noticeable in the
earlier communication. As he noted these
tokens of weakness or suffering, he caught
up the telephone receiver In good earnest
and called out Gerridge's number. When
the detective answered, he shouted back:
"Have you read the evening papers? If

you haven't, do so at once; then come directlyto me. It's business now and no
mistake; and our first visit shall be on the
fellow at the St. Denis."

CHAPTER V.
In Corridor and in Room.

Three-quarters of an hour later Mr. Ransomand Gerridge stood in close conferencebefore the last mentioned hotel. The
former was peremptory in what he had to
say.
"I haven't a particle of confidence in this

newsroaper story," he declared. "I haven't
much confidence in her letter. It is this
man who is working us. He has a hold on
her and has given her this cock and bull
story to tell. A sister! A twin sister come
to light after fifteen years of supposed
burial! I find the circumstance entirely
too romantic. Xor does an explanation of
this nature fit the conditions. She was
happy before she saw him in the church.
He isn't her twin sister. I tell you the
game is a d»-ep one and she Is the sufferer.
Her letters betray more than a disturbed
mind; they betray a disturbed brain. That
man is the cause and I mean 'o wring <his
secret from him. You are sure of his being
still In the house?"
"He was early this morninc. Ho tins

lived a very quiet life these last"Tew days,
the life of one waiting. He has not even
had visitors, after that one interview he
held with your wife. I have kept careful
watch on him. Though a suspected character,he has done nothing suspicious while
I've had him under my eye.'"

uiui s uu rigxiL a-itu i uiunK you, uerridge;but it doesn't shake my opinion as
to his being the moving power in this
fraud. For fraud it is and no mistake. Of
that I am fully convinced. Shall we go
up? I want to surprise him in his own
room where he cannot s!1d away or back
out."
"Leave that business to me; I'll manage it.

If you want to see him in his room, you
shall."
But this time the detective counted withouthis host. Mr. Porter was not in his

room, but in one of the halls. They en<>Aiin'torAHlilm na th<*V lpft thp olpvotnr TTa

was standing reading- a newspaper. The
disfigured jaw could not be mistaken. They
stopped where they were and looked at
him.
He was Intent, absorbed. As they

watched, they saw his hands close convulsiveilvon the sheet he was holdine. while
his lips muttered some words that made
the detective look hard at his companion.
"Did you hear?" he cautiously inquired,

as Mr. Ransom stood hesitating, not knowingwhether to address the man or not.
"No; what did he say? Do you suppose

he is reading that paragraph?"
"I haven't a doubt of it: and his words

were, 'Here's a damned lie!'.very much like
yaur own. sir."
Mr. Ransom drew the detective a few

steps down the corridor.
"He said that?"
"Yes, I heard him distinctly."
"Then my tneory is ait wrong. This man

didn't provide her with this imaginary twin
sister."
"Evidently not."
"And is as surprised as we are."
"And about as much put out. Look at

him! Nothing yellow there! We shall have
to eo easy with him.'-'
Mr. Ransom looked and felt a recoil of

more than ordinary dislike for the man.
The latter had put the paper in his pocket
and was coming their way. His face, once
possibly handsome, for his eyes and foreheadwere conspicuously fine, showed a distortionquite apart from that given by his
physical disfigurement. He was not simplyangry, but in a mental and moral rage,
and it made him more than hideous; it
made him appalling. Yet he said nothing
and moved alon« very quietly, making, to

all appearance, for his room. Would he
notice them as he went by? It did not
seem likely. Instinctively they had steppedto one side, and Mr. Ransom s lace
was in the shadow. To both it had seemed
not to accost him while he was in this
mood. They would see him later.
But this was not to be. Some instinct

made him turn, and Mr Ransom, recoe-
nizing his opportunity stopped forward
and addressed him by the name under
which he had introduced liimself at the
reception: that of his wife's family. Hazen.
The effect was startling. Instead of Increasinghis anger, as the detective had

naturally expected, it appeared to have the
contrary effect, for every vestige of passionimmediately disappeared from his face,
leaving only its natural disfigurement to
plead against him. He approached them,
and Ransom, at least, was conscious of a

revulsion of feeling in his favor, there was
such restraint and yet such undoubted powerin his strange and peculiar personality.
"You know me?" said he. darting a keen

and comprehensive look from one to the
other.
"We should like a few words with you."

vonfnrpa ritarrlrtcA "Tliic irentlemnn thinks
you can give him very valuable informationabout a person he is greatly interested
in."
"He is mistaken." The words came quick

and decisive in a not unmelodious voice. "I
am a stranger in New York; a stranger in
this country. I have few. if any, acquaintances."
"You have one."
It was now Mr. Ransom's turn.
"A man with no acquaintances does not

attend weddings; certainly not wedding receptions.I have seen you at one, my own.
Do you not recognize me, Mr. Hazen?"
A twitch of surprise, not even Ransom

coum can it aiarm, urew ins inuuiu sun

further toward his ear; but his manner
hardly altered and It was in the same affabletone that he replied:
"You must pardon my short-sightedness.

I did not recognize you, Mr. Ransom."
"Did not want to." muttered tJerridge,

satisfied in his own mind that this man was
only deterred by Jiis marked and unmistakablephysiognomy from denying the acquaintanceshipjust advanced.
"Your congratulations did not produce the

desired effect," continued Mr. Ransom. "My
happiness was short lived. Perhaps you
Knew us uiitei utiii leiiun1 wuen >uu wisneu

, me joy. I remember that your tone lacked
sincerity."

It was a direct attack. Whether a wise
one or not remained to be seen. Gerridge
watched the unfolding drama with interest.
"X have reason to think," proceeded Ifr.

Ransom, "that the unhappy termination of
that day's felicities was in a measure due
to you. You seem to know my bride very
well; much too well tor ner happiness or
mltie."
"We will argue that question in ray

room," was the unmoved reply. "The open
hall is quite unsuited to a conversation of
this nature. Now," said he, turning upon
them when they were in the privacy of his
small but not uncomfortable apartment,
"you will be kind enough to repeat what
you just said. I wish to thoroughly understandyou."
"You have the right," returned Mr. Ransom,controlling himself under the detective'seye. "I said that your presence at this

wedding seemed to disturb my wife, which
fact, considering the after occurrences of
the day, strikes me as important enough
for discussion. Are you willing to discuss It
affably and fairly?"
"May I ask who your companion is?" inquiredthe other, with a slight inclination

towards Oerridge.
"A friend, d»ie who is in my confidence."
"Then I will answer you without any furtherhesitation. My presence may have disturbedyour wife, It very likely did. but I

was not to blame for that. No man is to
blame for the bad effects of an unfftrtunate
accident."

T 4-lir.f A*".. ~D r.
v_/n, x uuii l iiicdii iiiai, aui. rvau?'-»iu

hastened to protest. "The cause of her
very evident agitation was not personal.
It had a deeper root than that. It led, or
so I believe, to her flight from a love she
cherished, at a moment when our mutual
life seemed about to begin."
The impassive, I might almost say set,

features of this man of violent passions,
but remarkeble self-restraint failed to relaxor give any token of the feelings with
which he listened to this attack.
"Then the news given of your wife in the

papers toniglit is false," was his quiet retort."It professes to give a distinct, if
somewhat fantastic, reason for her flight.
A reason totally different from the one
you suggest."
"A reason you don't believe in?"
"Certainly not. It is too bizarre."
"I share your incredulity. That is why

"The maze is at its '

i

I seek the truth from you rather than
from the columns of a newsn*per. And

you owe me this truth. You have broken
up my life."
"I? That's a strange accusation you

maJce. Mr. Ransom."
"Possibly. But it's one which strikes

hard on your conscience for all that. This
is evident enough even to a stranger like
myself. I am convinced that if you had
not £ome into her life she would have been
at my side today. Now, who are you? She
told me you were a relative."
"She told you the truth; I am. Her

nearest relative, "ine siurj wi mC

has a certain amount of truth In it. Her
brpther, not her sister, has come back
from the grave. I am that brother. She
was once devoted to me.

"You are
"

"Yes. Oh, there'll be no difficulty in my
proving this relationship. I have evidence
upon evidence of the fact right in this
room with me; evidence much more convincingand far less disputable than this
surprising twin can bring forward If her
identity is questioned. Georgian had a
twin sister, but she was burled years ago.
I was never buried. I simply did not returnfrom a well-known and dangerous voyage.The struggle I had for life.you cannotwant the details now.has left its indelibleImpress In the scar which has

mo frrvm n nprsnnahlp man Into
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what some people might call a monstrosity.
And It Is this sear which has kept me so

long from home and country. It has taken
me four years to make up my mind to face
again my family and friends. And now

that I have, I find that it would have been
better for us all If { had stayed away.
Georgian saw me and her intnd wavered.
In no other way can I account for her

wild liehavlor since that hour. That I« all
I have to say, sir. I think I am almost
as much an object of pity as yourself."
And for a moment he appeared to be so.

not only to Gerridge. but to Mr. Ransom
himself. Then something in the man.his
unnatural coldness. the purpose which
made itself felt through all his self-restraint.reawakenedMr. Ransom's distrust
and led htm to say:

"Your complaint i« natural. If you are
Mrs. Ransom's brother, there should be
sympathy between us and not antagonism.
Hut 1 feel only antagonism. Why is this?"
A shrug, followed by an odd smile.
"You should be able to account for that

on very reasonable grounds." said he. "1
do not expect much mercy from stranger?.
It is hard to make your good intentions
felt through such a distorted medium as
my expression has now become."

'M r«*. R:msnm hna l».ipn horp '' Rin«r>m

puddeniy launched forth. "Within two
hours of your encounter under Mr. Fulton's
roof, she was talking with you in this
hotel. X have proof positive of that, sir."
"I have no wish to deny the fact," was

r..
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"*u"The interview which followed v

tho atoadv armw^r. "Shft did rome here
and we had a talk: it was necessary; 1 !
wanted money."
The last phrase was littered with such

grim determination that the exclamation
which had risen to Mr. Ransom's lips died
in a conflict of feeling which forbade any
rejoinder that savored of sarcasm. Hazen.
however, must have noted his first look, for
he added with an air of haughty apology:
"I repeat that we were once very fond

of each other."
Ransom felt his perplexities growing witli

every moment lie talked witli tills man.
He remembered tne money wiucn uotn ne
and Gerridge had seen In her bag.an
amount too large for her to have retained
very much on her person.and following
the instinct of the moment, he remarked:
"Mrs. Ransom is not the woman to hesitatewhen a person she loves makes an

appeal for money. She handed you immediatelya large sum. I have no doubt."
"She wrote me out a check," was the

simple but cold answer.
Mr. Ransom felt the failure, of his attemptand stole a glance at Gerridge.
me uouotim smiie ne receivea was not

very encouraging-. The same thought had
evidently struck l>oth. The money in the
bag was a blind.she had carried her checkbookwith her and so could draw on liei
account for whatever she wished. But underwhat name? Her maiden one or his?
Ransom determined to find out.

j-1i

thickest," he remarked.

"I do not begrudge you the money." said
he, "but Mrs. Hansom's signature had
changed a few hours previous to her makingout this check. Did she remember
this?"
"She signed her married name promising

to notify the bank at once."
"And you cashed the check?"
"No, sir; I am not in such immediate

need of money as that. X have it still, but I
cVioll ta noch i fOllUlt vituvu » I A W IWIIlUilUn. QIMIIC

question may come us as to her sanity,
and I do not choose to lose the only money
she has ever been in a position to give me."
"Mr. Hazen. you harp on the irresponsiblecondition of her mind. Did you see

any tokens of this in the interview you had
together?"

"TMn: shp sppmpd suinp pnnueh tlior»» o

little shocked and troubled, but quite sane."
"You knew that she had stolen away

from me.that she had resorted to a most
unworthy subterfuge In order to hold this
conversation with you?"
"No; X had asked her to come, and on

that very afternoon if possible, but I never
knew what means she took for doing so;
I didn't ask and she didn't say."
"But she talked of her marriage? She

must have said something al>out an event
which is usually considered the greatest in
a woman's life."
"Yes, she spoke of it."
"And of me?"
"Yes, she spoke of you."
"And in what terms? I cannot refrain

from asking you, Mr. Hazen. I am in such
ignorance as to her real attitude toward
me; her conduct is so mysterious; the
reasons she gives for it so puerile."
"She said nothing against you or her

marriage. She mentioned both, but not
in a manner tbat would add to your or my
knowledge of her intentions. My sister disappointedme, sir. She was much less open

/
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than I wished. All that I could make-nut
of her manner and conversation wax th«»
overpowering shook she felt at swln* ma
again and seeing me so changed. She didn't
even tell me when and where we might
meet again. When she left, she was as

much lost to me as she was to you. and I
am no less Interested in finding her than
you are yourself. I had no idea sh« did *notmean to return to you when she went
away from this hotel."

VI r- Uo 11 enranor nnrluht 111 fill n t* t »

tion the otl.er may liave sliaiv<l. but of
which he save no token.
"Do you mean to say," he H«ked. "that

you cannot tell me where the woman > ou
call your sister is now?"
"No more than yon can Rive me the same

necessary Information In regard to your
wife. I am waiting; like yourself to hear
from her.and waiting with as little hope "

Had he seen Ransom's hand close convulsivelyover the pocket In which her few
fiiniift*- n i u.i (i> 11* in w » i « i> «

slight tinge of sarcasm gave to tha
last four words?
"But this is not like my wife," protested

r
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pas certainly a remarkable one."
Ransom, hesitating to accuse the other <
falsehood, yet evidently doubting hini from
the bottom of his heart. "Why deceive us
both? She . was never a disingenuous
woman."
"Jn childhood she had her Incomprehensiblemoments." observed Hazen, with an

ambiguous lift of his shoulders; then, as
Ransom made an impatient move, added
with steady composure; "I have candidly
answered an your questions whether agreeableor otherwise, and the fact that 1 am
as much shocked as yourself by these mad
and totally incredible statements of hers
about a newly recovered sister should
prove to you that she is not following anylead of mine in this dissemination of a barefacedfalsehood."
There was truth In this which both Mr.

Ra'nsom and Gerridge felt obliged to own.
Yet they were not satisfied, even after Mr.
XIazen, almost against Mr. Ransom's will,had established his c laims to the relationshiplie professed, by various well-attested
documents he had at hand. Instinct could
not be juggled with, nor could Ransom
help feeling that the mystery in which he
found himself entangled had f»een deepenedrather than dispelled by tiie confidences of
this new brother-in-law.
"The maze is at its thickest," lie remarkedas he left a few minutes later with

the perplexed Gerridge "How shall X .settlethis new question? By what means and
through whose aid can 1 gain an interview
with my wife?"

CHAPTER VI.
rm »
ine jLawyer.

The answer was an unexpectedly sensible
one.
"Hunt up her man of business and se«

wliat he can do for you. She cannot get
along without money: nor eouid that statementof hers have got into the papers withoutsomebody's assistance. Since she did
not get it ifrom the fellow we have just
left, she must have had it from the onlyother person she would dare confide in."
Hansom answered by immediately hailing

a downtown car.
The interview which followed was certainlya remarkable one. At first Air. Harperwould say nothing, declaring that his relationswith Mrs. Ransom were of a purely

O t-wl !»..* t
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degrees, moved by the persuas'.vc influence
of Mr. Ransom's candor and his Indubitable
right to consideration, lie all-owed himself
to admit tiiat he had .seen Mrs. Ransom
during the last tim e days, and that in- I.ad
every reason to believe that there was a
twin sister in tin* case, and that aM Air-.
Ransom's eccentric conduct was attributableto this fact and the overpowering sciish
of responsibility which it seemed to have
brought to her.a result which would not
nccvm oiiiiuoi. iu inuoc n nu i\uc« ill*" r>«"lisitivenessof her nature and the delicate
balance of her mind.
Mr. Ransom recalled the tenor of her

strange I-etter on this subject, hut-was not
convinced. He inquired of Mr. Harper if he
had heard her say anything aliout the
equally astounding fact of a returned brother.and when he found that this was mere
jargon to Mr. Harper, he related what ha
knew of ll.ixfn nnrt l»>fi th.* l.iivv»*r t. > itr'i n*

his owti inferences.
The result was some show of embarrassmenton tlie part of Mr. Harper. It was

evident that in her consultations with him
she had entirely left out all allusion to this
brother. Either the man had advanced a
false claim or else she was in an irresponsiblecondition of mind which made her see
a sister where there was a brother.
Ransom made some remark indicative of

his appreciation of the dilemma in which
they found themselves, but was quickly
silt-need by the other's emphatic assertion:
"1 have seen the girl; she was with Mrs.

Ransom the day she came here. She sat in
the adjoining room wiiiie we talked over
her ease in this one."
"You saw iier.saw her face?"
"Xo, not her face; she was too heavily

veiled for that. Mrs. Ransom explained
why. TUey were too absurdly alike, she
said. It awoke comment and it Rave her
the creeps. But their figures were identicalthoughtheir dresses were different."
"So! there is some one then; the girl is

not absolutely a myth."
"Far from it. Nor Is the will which Mrs.

Ransom has asked me to draw wp for her
a myth."

ner will: out- lias asivru juu IU man up
her will!"
"Yes. That was the object of her visit.

She had entered the married state, she said,
and wished to make a legal disposition of
her property before she returned to you.
She was very nervous when she said tl.isj
very nervous through a'.-l the interview.
There was nothing else for me to do bt£
mmnlv "

"Arid you have drawn up this will?'
"According to her instructions, yes."
"But she has not signed it?"
"Not yet."
"But she intends to?"
"Certainly."
"Then you will see her again?"
"Naturally."
"Is the time set?''
The lawyer rose to his feet. He understoodthe hint implied^ and for an instant

appeared to waver. There was someming
very winsome about Roger Ransom; some

attribute or expression which apealed especiallyto men.
"I wisli I might help you out of your difficulty,"said lie. "But a client's wLskes are

paramount. Mrs. Ransom desired secrecy.
Sne had every right to demand it of me."
Mr Riinom's face fell. Hope had flashed

upon him only to disappear again. The
lawer eyed him out of the corner of his
eye. his mouth working slightly as he
walked to and fro between his desk and the '

door.
"Mrs. Ransom will not always feel herself

hampered by a sister, or. if you prefer it. a
brother who has so inconveniently coma
back from the dead. You will have th«

(Continued on Seventh Page.)


